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OLD HOUSE ON LOCH MARIE 


Janet Cheney 


Hard to the pilins rook. 

For centuries a part of it, 

Part of the hill 

And part of the Loch; 

High oh a stern hill. 

Set in its likeness, % 

Built to exist 

For a stern will: 

l:he fierce heed to rally 
Within the stropghold. 

The will to take 

In the wild sally. 

Gauntly fine, bare. 

Not an architect’s line. 

Just rooms of rock 
Added there; 

A stern, cold place, 

A fort when built, 

Never for comfort 

Or Just for the chase, 

A bleak house, and bold 

Ae the eagle up there, ^ 

Proud of her men, 

Their pride not gold. 

The women of the lair 

Fitted well their place, 

Beav.ty was theirs. 

Their fortitude, rare; 

Without grace was a life 
Too cruelly direct. 

The women knew hardship, 

Accepted the strife. 

They fetched the flag % 

Not cleaned of its blood 
To wave with a monarch’s 
Till torn to a rag; 
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The rebellion was lost, 

The clans cut up. 

Many a head 

On a pike tossed. 

There were some who could run, 
and some who must stay. 

But the Glen was emptied. 

The House was done. 

Some lived their life 
Into generations 
Longing for home - 

Without ancient strife; 

They heard the winds pounding 
Against an old house. 

At the sea, miles away. 

Mountain-waves sounding; 

They thought of grey wall 
Many feet thick. 

Men in the court. 

Chief in the hall; 

In the slit-open passage. 

North winds knifing, 

Slit for defense 
Against sackage. 

They had guarded what mattered; 

The fiercely held freedom 
Within human walls. 

Within walls much battered. 

Fogs made a shroud 

For sea, loch and land. 

Over the house 
Under a cloud. 

But on scarce sun-lit days. 

Sea, loch and sky 
Were bluer than Italy’s 
Habitual ways: 

Strange crystal air 

Then lit hills and marshlands 
With intense colors 
Unbelievable there. 
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GUILD MEETINGS 


The October moetine of the Sierra Madre Art8 Guild 

will be held at the Old Brick 6ven, 28 '^J,5J^®°^.^e^gp4aker 
8:30 p.m., on the evening of October 12, when 
will ?e Mr. John M, Weatherwax of Hollywood who 
dre 33 the meeting on the subject, "The Facts and Implica 
tions of the San Francisco Conference. 

Mr. Weatherwax, author of many articles and a fre- 

epeolal study of the treatlea ln'f°tvea, ja »ell as 

:S^irs"‘an ^?Lo‘?so^S.“^SS5tr6lhrSu.hartoh OaKs Confer- 
ence and that at Bretton Woods. 

in an interview, Mr. «?atherv.ax stated ^hat^a new 

system of relationships is ^^ne method of what 

the world. This is being as thSt represent- 

he calls "oontinuing leaders at Moscow, Cairo, 

ed by the meetings of the Allie . , has become 

Tehekn, Yalta, San Francisco "^HnterLtional af- 

important, therefore, for the y citizen, to under- 

fail's, and highly desirab ^ long range per- 

scand the mechanics, the international relations, 

speotive of this new approach to internat,xona 

Mr. Weatherwax ’a talk J;^®^^ng!’‘^thSe^will be a 
sented with full Lnes to^have with him the 

question period. M.r. he has written about 

first copy off the press of the boox ne nc* 

the San Francisco Conference. 


The general public is invited. 


Mias Fannie Char3.os °°“^adre’for^^the win- 

teacher of music, has returned to Sierra Maa 
ter, prepared to meet pupils at her home. 


429 Sturtevant Drive. 


Phone, Custer 5 ** 6139 
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METEORS 


Far down the reaches of the infinite, far down the 
night-grey pathways of the starry skies, a meteor darts 
suddenly aflare like a dazzling sunburst, like an elongated 
penciling of racing fire, like scattered jewels. From what 
great distance, from what long, age—enduring journey, does 
this roving bit of the flotsam of the suns come to us now? 
Out of an isolation as old as the iimneasurable past, a tiny 
speck of the universe never before revealed to vision nor 
noted by whatever powers course the Interstellar voids, ou 
of obscurity, out of silence, out of the darkness of eter¬ 
nal night, it flashes forth now at its Journey a end into a 
radiant splendor that, for one brief moment, lights the 
heavens even as it dies. 


Out of a solitude as old aa all the past, shards 
of the inanimate never before made manifest to llie nor 
mLLd in space through the passins of the ages, we come 
unsought and unheralded, a fever and a .i,! 

tracks of that long foreooming and 

far delay, who is there ever that once Jenfi- 

least recalls? But out of the unknown, 
ble, out of the silence of the forecoming into 
of the aftergoing, a sudden miracle of oirth, a headlong 
:LoeL?on f? hipas and fears, of and parns, 

scattering of designs and desires. And when at 

scattered and the last are faded away, who knows il 
remember or forget? 


Is it the sum of that long forecoming and of that 
far aftergoing that is the real existence, or is it s 
little glow in the night? There is a sudden rift in the 
clouds, and against the dark background of 

a moment a meteor gleams. But how is it beyond the rift ad 
beyond the clouds? Does it shine longer there? 
something has surely broken a troubling gap in the 6^®at 
circle of serenity, and has called it life. Unless it lead 
definitely to something better, it is scarcely worth the 
price we pay for it. The detritus of the meteors blankets 
the surface of the earth, and upon it man walks proudly 
over the bones -of the dinosaurs. May it come eventually 
that some race that is really regal walks 

ours, for, in the time of that exaltation, we c.re already 

present while we go before as pioneers. ears 

in that day, they will be, having no 

nor knowing pain, where design comes to frui 

tion outweighs desire. L.B.W. 
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LOSING HIS STACK 


RoDcrti H* 


Far from it. Old Ben was probably 


With his long white beard billowing in the^oreeze, 
a pair of old steel spectacles astride his nose, a flax, top 
wide-brimmed hat set far back on 

smooth and serene as a gentle oJa \ „ ^3 

general appearance surely belied ham. his Dtni^n u^..e eye 

|aPr,« iilo si,=oe, « ho ■CR,,d alf>r.s “ too old scrvol 

mare, gave the imnrewss.icn cl a kina ^scatt^-’ed 

fully contemplatins the v/eifare of all his widely SoaLt-,-e 

flocks. 

contemplating 

the welfare of his neighbo:. s or^^aitirg 

how to add to his own without tne outlay of cash or waiL.ng 

for his calf crop, 

.arhied L^?S ZX Zly 'r-Sl 

a horse. He was always In trouble out always able to -lide 
from under. It was said he had been on one side or other oi 
a case in every session of the county court for the past 
twenty years. 

In spite of his years old Ben had nerve and demon¬ 
strated It to the satisfaction of all the RimrocKers. 

The run-in he had with Winn Bolen , 
side but proved that the o id man, contrary to his ai 
ance, was Sot an advocate of peace 
believed that a display of force had J; 

phrased dipiomatlc notes, with notning behind oh.m. 

Ben left his fhhoh after planting it 
moved to the ne*-eot >Srs, Simono' place about 1°^"^ 
av/av Word came drifiing back that Ben was not retur *5 

jifif Sf ho -found the new place large enough to care 

for all his siock.. 

Bolen. »ho ran Ben a close 1 

trouble, heard that Be., a-as rot, , ^^'^frove do»n 

crop of oat hay Just r-eauy icr outti.-S. ,,3 be 

with several men and OL.it it,, ^j-arsb- vHrd 

needed it. he stacked the hay in the stack-yard 

old place. 


on Ben's 


When it came time to haul the hay home, Bolen went 
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with men and teams to start upon the work. The gate to the 
stack-yard was nearly opposite the door of Ben’s cabin. As 
the teams came through the line-fence and pulled alongside 
the cabin, a shot rang out and a bullet slapped dead center 
on a target fastened on the stack-yard gate. 

Then came a second shot, Bolen hollered to stop; 
that he v/anted to haul his hay. No answer but another shot. 
Getting mad, Bolen climbed down from his rack and turned 
the corner of the cabin Just as a rifle, protruding a fev/ 
inches from the open door, let go again. 


Madder than ever, Bolen called out, "Stop that 
shooting, you damn fool, or I’ll come in there and slap 
your face," 


At that, the rifle barrel swung around and a faded 
blue eye, topping a bunch of white whiskers, appeared 
the corner of the door Jamb. With the gun covering Bolen s 
belt buckle, old Ben slid into sight, and softly said, l m 
ever seventy years old, son, and no man ever slapp ^ y 
face; and I don't allow anybody can begin now. Your hay. 
Say, I’ve got ’bout fifty shells for this here pn that 
says it ain’t. And I’ve got plenty for my old forty-four, 
and grub and water to last till my kids get here wi 
cattle that’s going to eat this here hay. Then the old 
rascal smiled as he added, "Many thanks for putting up my 
hay; that was real neighborly of you. And slipping hack to 
the shelter of the doorway, the old man, with a snap shot, 
again split the target on the gate. 

Plenty red in the face, Bolen, 

full house against his own f"after the 
game and lost his stack, as many a man has done after the 

draw. 


REMEMBER: - 

Unless otherwise notified, the Guild 

Lane, in Sierra Madre, 

The November meeting will be held on November 2. 
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Horace guild mouse 


Why R U aittin ther and nittin ur^ "brow sez rachel 
my pet as i reeched for my pen, i am i sez tryin for 2 reas 
sembil my thots so as i kan delve in2 my Impreshuns of oucr 
long vakashun i sez frura ure expresshuns she sez i thct as 
how U were ahout 2 kommit a poetick monstroscity. my o.e.;.'’ 1 
sez U have put ure fingger on2 the fokal point in my koisid 
erashuns. in ure Uzing that word monstrosclty U have deZib- 
arately made a malishious attemt 2 belitel my poetick asoTo 
abilities i sez. horaoe sez rachel R U shur that the beet 
didsnt git U this sumer with ure poetick sensibilities she 
sez„ no my deei’ i sez i am a rejewvinated sowl, Vakasnu;' o ^ 

vakashun twaz a life what put a nu blud in2 iiiy vanes. v;hat 
about sez rachel that botel of vitamens what U et up she up 
and ast. I will ignoer ure sarchasm i sez for my sowl is 
ayurning to do — 

to do 

yes to dew 
for you 
and U 
yoc hoo 

choo choo sez rachel, 
a teer she shed 
yes teers. 
warm tears 
cold tiers 
tare tears 
tear it up she sez, 

Horace ure impresshuns of ouer vakashun has gone 2 
hayvi/ier she added, yes deer, yes my deer i sez haywire ^ 

Hay o haywire 
o hay 
o the hey 
. yea the hay 
hey far away 
hay by the bay 
hey for play 
hay hey 

Hey nuts sez rachel. Horace U dope U she sez this 
junk dont sound nothin like a vakashun 2 me she sez 
Horace U dope 
hav a hope 

yes a hope •- 

what a hope 
hope U dope she sez, 

No soap, sez i. 
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ARIA DI CAPRI - III 


Edward Lloyd Voorhees 


Russian Solo - The Sequel:' 

Not many days after my encounter, at the Trattoria 
Savoia, with Otto K., Baron Svenska, and the blonde giant 
who had dipped a peach in wine on a toothpick and presentea 
it to me, I bade goodbye to Capri and sailed from Naples 
for America. But the next summer found'me back in Italy and. 
eventually in Capri. Otto K, did not put in an appearance 
at Capri that year, nor did I see Baron Svenska. In xact, x 
had forgotten both of them, for there are always so many 
new faces, and new stories about them - on that gossipy is¬ 
land - that the old saying, 'Out of sight, out of 
seems to prevail. And, indeed, isn t that old say 
too often true of our attitude toward even our very Nearest 
friends? But one day while lunching at 
denly recalled - for no apparent reason at all - 
with the three friends the year before, and how the inter 
eating Russian had initiated me into what ^ 
terpreted as a pleasant custom of his v- 

a gesture toward friendship. I then recalled that Otto £. 

had told me afterward that the f 

native land, was employed as portiere ^t the Hotel biren 
in Sorrento, across the Bay. Not having visited for a long 
time that colorful seaport city of cliff , 

groves, and sumptuous villas burled in ® rrow 

dens, I forthwith decided to take the trip on the morrow 
and incidentally drop in at the Slrene Jo pay my respect 
to the Russian who had made such a deep impression upoi j 
imagination and curiosity* 

Aq evervone knows, Sorrento is celebrated in Italy 

and among Its dsJoteee of all and 

lively people and for the natural beauty of lt,a 

for tL art with which man has aided the’year 

southern exposure . and the mildness o famous from 

round have drawn the fioh, the noble, and the lamous ix 

countries to make it an International resort. Having 

cle-ty of time before the steamer returned from Naples, l 
Liked leisurely up the terraced Lt to the 

to the town some 200 feat above, masses of 

edge of palisades from which droop long trailing 

the brilliant bougainvillea, piaL near the 

?a?:ofrnat?v"e’'of'sir?enX" and then turned right, into 
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the section occupied by private villas and hotels, their 
gardens deeply shaded by citrus trees, huge olive trees, 
umbrella pines, laurel, and palms - all kept fresh and very 
green from the nightly dampness which rises from the sea 
after the brilliant sunshine of the day. 


After a light lunch at one of the smaller hotels, 
I went on to the Hotel Sirene, which stands at the very 
edge of the cliff, its burnt-orange color half hidden by 
climbing vines and the dense foliage of the huge old trees 
which surround it. Although I did not even know the name of 
the Russian, I knew I should recognize him instantly, I had 
rather expected he might be the first person I would see on 
entering the hotel, since the "portiere" in an Italian ho¬ 
tel has about the same duties as the "desk clerk" in ours - 
although the former is somewhat less restricted in his 
movements a.jd usually is extraordinarily obliging in per¬ 
forming favors for the guests. Not seeing him when I enter¬ 
ed, I waited, Soccn a man who was obviously the proprietor 
appeared and asked me smilingly what he could do for me, I 
told him I had come to see the Russian portiere. 


At this, his face became suddenly sad. Mi dis¬ 
place, Signore, ma e morto," (I am sorry. Sir, but^ he is 
dead,) Touched by my surprise and distress, he invited me 
to be seated in the veranda adjoining the lobby, where he 
was soon joined by his wife, and with the quick sympathy of 
the Italian temperament, they told me in substance the fol¬ 
lowing story: - 

It is ten years since "Giovanni" (Ivan in Russian) 
Nedrl first appeared in Sorrento and was soon engaged as a 
croupier in a gambling casino. Two years later the gam 
house was closed by the police and this Ivan Nedri was then 
taken on as portiere at the Hotel Sirene. He was, the pro¬ 
prietor told me while his wife nodded vigorously in aiiirm- 
ation, an intelligent and most amiable man, speaking a.-i 
the current languages sufficiently well for his position, 
although his Italian was not the most perfect - Ma non tan- 
to male. Signore, (But not too bad,) 

His weekly day off he frequently spent at Capri, 
where apparently the drinking was somewhat deep and_ pner- 
oiis. Yea, there was also something of mystery about ^i.un 
Signore - something molto Russo, nodded the Signora, - ^ 

standingly, with a thoughtful smile. But one could see that 
he was of good family, said the proprietor, a 
nobilita, perhaps. And lowering his voice, he added t 
was said Giovanni had killed a Bolshevik in % 
had run away from Russia, leaving thei'e two siste 
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wife.,,. Yes, Signore, it was too much wine every evening 
after working hours, two liters (over two quarts). Then it 
was his heart that weakened - such a huge machine for one 
little engine. Then in the wet, cold January came the bron¬ 
chitis, and he could not.get up from off his bed. Then the 
fever. The doctor came and told him to rest quietly — what 
else,.,, v/ho can say? As soon as the doctor left the room, 
the fever v/as so hot, he got up, seized a caraffe of very 
cold water, a whole liter, and drank it all. Sacra Madra di 
Dj.o; At once, he had a great congestion - for he was a very 
ful].-blooded man. Signore - then a great cliill, un gran 
brivido terribile” - and he-v/as suddenly dead, »»• 

One could see that they had loved him as parents 
love a puzzling, wayward, overgrown, yet chanting child — 
as one who had met him once could so readily understand, I 
have always regretted there was no second time. 


HOKE FIRES BURKING. By Robert Henriques. New York; The 
Viking Press, 1945• 24i pp, |2,50, 


Who is it that.keeps the home fires burning and 
how are they kept while the boys and the girls are away at 
the front? The British author, Robert Henriques, has some¬ 
thing to say of this and he tells it in his charming, poet¬ 
ic manner as seen in action and thought by Jane, a young 
English nurse, returning home to England from the war, 

Jane is . curious as to the condition of her own 
hearth fires and is very anxious to learn how they have 
gone with Major David Sloane, the man to whom she is to De 
married, who has also been long away at the wars, ^ 
long Journey, he materializes so often before her in ® 
thouglit, the same old David, a brilliant young author and 
leader of men. But disquieting rumors have come to her. ne 
is no longer the same David, he is changed. It, was some 
time during the African campaign that he received a he^d 
v;ound from a bit of shrapnel, and that injury 
with a different personality, so it is said. Will 
again the writer, the democratic leader .t! 

be none at all or a different leader, one that is fas.i, ^ 
minded, perhaps? War experiences are embittering. A poo 
concussional syndrome,.'' Dr. Harris had said to her on he 
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London stop-over* The effects arc unpredictable. 

Then the long train ride across England, coaches 
crowded with returning war veterans. But what are the 
ditions at home? These veterans mean to find out. Have the 
home folks changed or have the veterans changed? In their 
philosophies, a little of both, an estrangement, a growing 
apart, but a gap that muf*t be closed again under some cap" 
able leadership. as a leader, the name of David, war hero 
and a former brigadier, is often upon their lips; but tht,/ 
have not heard of his possible change, and Jane keeps her 
counsel. With Jane, there is Bill, big, masterful and tol¬ 
erant, and Charley who is a little touched in the head - 
a head wound at Alamoin, and a wife at home who haa desert¬ 
ed him for an "essential” war-worker. There is 
very bitter, and there is "Ginger," an irrepressible, fair¬ 
haired Cockney boy who came through it all unspoiled. ^xnd 
there too is George, the civilian war-worker who once ^ 
to join the Navy, so he said. "But I m an essential, I 
he boasted; and Charley would have throttled him had not 

Bill stood guard. 

"He has a weak heart," George’s meek little wife 
explained, 

"He was lucky," said Joe. ..nd <ii<ifv^r g out 

on strike? Yes, twice, she admitted; but ^nd 

But the wages wore so poor and the hours so terrible, 

they were bombed out of their house. 

"Ind how about us?" asked Joe. Xes, the boys wore 
boobed out aplenty, but they didn’t strike although their 
wages were poor enough in all conscience, 

"Don’t you listen to ’Im," Ginger said to the be¬ 
wildered little woman; "'e’s vicious, e is. 

"We didn’t think," she whispered. 


"But you have to see 
Hadn’t the workers kept up the 
soldiers were away? When these 
they will all be workers, too. 

Later, they all come 
where David enters, appearing 
distance, the others expectant 
pel’, would kneel at his feet, 
lously aloof. The end oomea 
dietable" and strange. 


our side," pleaded George, 
standards at home while the 
soldiers doff their uniforms 
But Joe was unconvinced. 

together again in Jane’s home 
normal. Bill eves him from a 


while Joe, 


the hei'o worship— 
'But David holds Limsolf 'Jnh- 
di-amatically, 'eifeots unpi'e- 
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